If you knew her, you would say of her that she had all the luck; thus, you never could tell the depth of her despair.
Beth. The sound of her name. Gone bad graduate student. Virginia.
Beth got all the honors, all through grade school, high school, college.
She wrote a senior thesis that got published, on something like Melville and masks. She was so damned smart the only boys who asked her out, though of course she didn't know it, were crazy, mostly manic-depressive, as a consequence of which she has little scars all over her pale smooth skin, 
